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N.  B.  There  being  a great  Number  ofthcfe  Pieces 
of  Wit  and  Humour  at  moft  Places  of  publick 
Refort  in  this  Kingdom,  it  is  hoped  that  all,  who 
arc  pleafed  with,  or  willing  to  promote  this  Dc- 
fign,  will  be  lb  good  as  to  colled:  and  fend  them 
to  the  Publilher  hereof.  The  Editor  does  not 
care  how  merry  they  are,  provided  they  arc 
not  obfeene. 


THE 


MERRY-THOUGHT. 

PART  IV. 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Glals- 
Window,  &c.  Mifcellany. 

Mr.  Bog, 

WHERE  Wit  and  Learning  (as  at  pre- 
fent  inthis  our  Ifle)  (o  much  abound, 
great  Marvel  it  is  to  me,  That  fo 
worthy  a Compiler  of  other  Men’s 
Labours  as  yourfelf,  Ihould  be  put  to  the  little 
mean  Shifts  of  copying  from  fuch  Cacqfcribtores,  who 
have  from  Hudibras,  Tom  Broun , and  others  of  the 
like  Rank,  their  little  Bits  and  Scraps,  bafely  pur- 
loined, whereby  you  run  a Rifque  of  being  deem’d 
yourfelf  a Plagiary:  Nor  is  it  lefs  unbecoming  the 
Dignity  and  Fidelity  of  your  Undertaking,  to  fup- 
ply  the  Want  of  Application  and  Diligence,  by 
filling  up  your  lifelels  Pages  with  Mufical  Punc- 
tations,  as  vile  and  unrelifhing  as  ever  echo’d 
from  your  own  natural  Bagpipe.  Therefore,  that 
you  may  the  Letter  be  enabled  thefe  Indecencies 
equally  to  avoid,  I fend  you  the  following  ColleHu' 

»ea  Nafutula : If  you  honour  them,  I (hall  honour 
your  next  Performance  j if  not , Nan  ouiatnque  datum 
efl  habere  nafum, 
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Ft  9m  a Boghoufe  near  Lincoln 's-Inn- Fields. 

The  WISH. 

Oh!  may  cur  Senate,  learn’d  and  great, 

(In  order  to  perpetuate 

The  tuneful  Strains  and  witty  Flights, 

Of  him  that  Studies  while  he  fh--ts) 

Decree  all  Landlords,  thro’  the  Nation, 

Shall  Jay  (on  Pain  of  Flagellation 
In  fome  meet  Corner  of  their  Dark  Hole 
A cufpidated  Piece  of  Charcoal ; 

Or,  where  the  Walls  are  cas’d  with  Wain  foot, 

A Piece  of  Chalk  with  equal  Pains  cut ; 

That  thole  who  labour  at  both  Ends, 

To  eafe  themlelves,  and  ferve  their  Friends, 
May  not,  reluctant,  go  from  Sh--t, 

And  leave  no  Relid  of  their  Wit, 

For  want  of  neceffary  Tools 
To  impart  the  Proles  of  their  Stools  : 

Then  GMu  ’s  Odes,  and  7 mini's  Senfe, 

Caleb  and  Henley's  Eloquence, 

IVoelflcn , and  all  fuch  learned  Sophi’s, 

Would  be  cut  down  in  Houfe-of  O ffice  : 

Oxford  and  Cambridge  too  would  join 
Their  Puns,  to  make  the  Boghoufe  Ihine 
Each  Ieam’d  Society  would  try  all 
(From  loweft  Club,  to  that  call’d  Royal, 

To  furnifh  lomething  might  improve 
Religion,  Politicks,  or  Love  : 

Grand  Ke)ber,  Gormogons,Free  Mafons, 

And  Hey degcr,  with  all  his  gay  Sons, 

Would  find  to  fuit,  with  Ledures  there, 

Their  Intelleduals  to  a Hair: 

Bodens  might  pick  up  Wit  from  thence,  and  lay 
The  Drama  of  another  Modifh  Play. 


Su 


So  wife  a Law  would  doubtlefs  tend 
To  prove  our  Senate,  Learning’s  Friend  ; 

Whilft  Trade,  and  fuch  like  fond  Chimeras, 
Might  wait  more  fit  and  leifure  sEra’s. 

From  a Window  at  the  Dolphin  Inn  in 
Southampton. 

The  Wedding-N  igbt  paft,  fays  Sir  John  to  his  Mate, 
Faith  Madam  I’m  bit  (tho’  I find  it  too  late) 

By  your  d — n’dlittleMouth,orelfe  I’m  a Whore’s  Son, 
For  the  Crofs  underneath 's  quite  out  of  Proportion. 
Good  Sir  Jofw,  fays  my  Lady,  then  under  the  Rofe, 
I’m  as  bad  bit  as  you,  by  your  plaguy  long  Nofe : 
You  have  not  by  half  fo  much  as  I wanted. 

I’ve  more  than  you  want,  yet  y’are  not  contented. 

From  the  Flayhoufe  Boghouje. 

Good  Folk*,  fh--t  and  write,  and  mend  honeft  Bog’s 
Trade, 

For  when  you  fh-t  Rhymes, you  help  him  to  Bread : 
He’el  feed  on  a Jeff,  that  is  broke  with  your  Wind, 
And  fatten  on  what  you  here  leave  behind. 

Ffom  a Boghonfe  at  the  White  Hart, 
Pctersfield. 

Were  this  Place  to  be  view’d  by  a Herald  of  Note, 
He  would  find  a new  Charge  for  the  neit  new- 
bought  Coat, 

Which  Guillim  ne’er  thought  of,  nor  one  of  the  Herd, 

Vi x.  a Wall  ere£t  Argent,  Gutti  de  F -J. 

And  as  a Reward,  for  improving  the  Art, 

He  fhould  bear  on  a Fefs  (if  he  paints  it)  a F — t. 


Under- 
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'Underwritten. 

A Pox  on  your  Writing,  I thought  you  were  fli g, 

My  great  Cut  hasgiv’n  me  fuch  Twitches  : 
Had  you  fcribled  much  more,  I’m  a Son  of  a Whore 
If  I fhould  not  have  don’t  in  my  Breeches. 

From  the  White  Lyon,  Brifto!. 

I’m  witty,  I’ll  Write, 

I’m  valiant.  I’ll  Fight, 

And  take  all  that’s  {aid  in  my  own  Senfe  ; 

In  Liquor  I’m  funk, 

And  confoundedly  drunk, 

So  there  is  the  Source  of  this  Nonfenfc. 

From  the  fame  'Place . 

A Wretch,  whom  Fortune  has  been  pleas’d  torowl 
From  the  Tip-top  of  her  enchanted  Bowl, 

Sate  muling  on  his  Fate,  but  could  not  guefs. 

Nor  give  a Realbn  for  her  Ficklenefs  : * 

Such  Thoughts  as  thefe  would  ne’er  his  Brain 
perplex. 

Did  he  but  once  refled  upon  her  Sex  : 

I or  how  could  he  exped,  or  hope  to  fee. 

In  Woman  either  Truth  or  Conflancy. 

Written  on  the  Wall  of  one  of  the  Summer- 
Iloufes  in  Gray’s. Inn  Walks  t under  a cu- 
rious Piece  of  'Drawing. 

Come  hither.  Heralds,  view  this  Coat, 

T will  bear  Examination, 

M is  ancient,  and  derives  its  Note 
From  the  flrlt  Pair’s  Creation. 

The 
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The  Field  is  Faina,  Mars  a Pale, 

Within  an  Orle  of  Saturn-, 

Charg’d  with  two  Pellets  at  the  Tail : 

Pray  take  it  for  a Pattern. 

Under -writ  ten. 

I don’t  fee  your  Luna,  nor  Saturn,  nor  Mars , 

But  I lee  her plain,  and  I fee  his  bare  A--fc. 

From  another  ‘Place  in  the  fame  Walks. 

Could  faireft  dear  Eliza  know  how  much  I love. 
My  Story  might,  at  leaf,  her  gen’rous  Pity  move  • 
Her  Pity’s  all  mv  Hope,  nor  durft  I more  implore, 
With  that  I ftill  might  live,  and  fill  her  Charms 
adore. 

Under-written. 

Poor  Wretch,  alas!  I pity  Thee  with  all  my  heart, 
Since  that,  it  feems,  alone  will  cure  thy  Love-lick 
Smart : 

For  he  that  has  not  Courage  further  to  implore. 
May  furely  have  our  Pity,  but  deferves  no  more. 

From  a Bog-Houfe  at  the  Gcorgc-Inn  in 
Whitchurch. 

From  coflive  Stools,  and  hide-bound  Wit, 

From  Bawdy  Rhymes,  and  Hole  befh— t* 

From  Walls  befinear'd  with  ftinking  Ordure, 
By  Swine  who  nee’r  provide  Burafodder 

Libera  Nos  — 


Opon  a 'Pillar  at  the  Royal-Exchange. 

This  City  is  a World  that’s  fall  of  Streets, 

And  Death  s the  Market-Place  where  Mankind 
meets  If 
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If  Life  were  Merchandize,  that  Men  cculd  buy, 
The  Rich  would  only  lire,  the  Poor  muft  die. 

In  the  Window  of  a Grecn-Houfc  near 
Tunbiidge. 

Sitting  on  yon  Bank  of  Grafs, 

•With  a blooming  buxom  Lafs  •, 

Warm  with  Love,  and  with  the  Day, 

"We  to  cool  us  went  to  play. 

Soon  the  am  torn  Fever  fled, 

But  left  a worfe  Fire  in  its  Stead. 

Alas ! that  Love  Ihould  caufe  fuch  Ills ! 

As  doom  to  Diet-Drink  and  Pills. 

An  Encomium  on  a Fart. 

I fing  the  Prailes  of  a Fart. 

That  I may  do’t  by  Rules  of  Art  .- 
I will  invoke  no  Deity , 

But  Butter  d-Pe  aft  and  Furmity  \ 

And  think  their  Help  fufficient 
To  fit  and  furnifh  my  Intent  : 

For  fiire  I muft  not  ufe  high  Strains, 

For  fear  it  blufter  out  in  Grains. 

When  Virgil's  Gnat,  and  Ovid’s  Flea , 

And  Homers  Frogs  drive  for  the  Day  j 
There  is  no  Reafon  in  my  Mind, 

That  a brave  Fart  fhould  come  behind  : 

Since  that  you  may  it  parallel , 

With  any  Thing  that  doth  excel. 

Mujick  is  but  a Fart  that’s  fent 
From  the  Guts  of  an  Inflrumtnt : 

The  Scholar  farts  •,  but  when  he  gains 
Learning  with  cracking  of  his  Brains  • 

And  having  fpent  much  Pain  and  Oil, 

Thomas  and  Dun  to  reconcile. 

For  to  learn  the  abftra&ing  Art , 

What  does  he  get  by’t  f Not  a Fart. 


The 
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The  Soldier  makes  bis  Foes  to  run 
With  but  the  Farting  of  a Gun  ; 

That’s  if  he  make  the  Bullet  whi/lle , 

Elfe  'tis  no  better  than  a Fizzle: 

And  it  withal  the  Winds  do  ftir-up 
Rain,  ’tis  but  a Fart  in  Syrrup. 

They  are  but  Farts,  the  Words  we  fay. 

Words  are  but  Wind,  and  fo  are  they. 

Applaufe  is  but  a Fart,  the  crude 
Blafl  of  the  fickle  Multitude. 

The  Boats  that  lie  the  Thames  about, 

Be  but  Farts  feveral  Docks  let  out. 

Some  of  our  PrcjeFts  were,  I think, 

But  politick  Farts,  Fob  ! how  they  f link  f 
As  foon  as  born,  they  by-and-by, 

Fart- like,  but  only  breathe,  and  die. 

Farts  are  as  good  as  Land,  for  both 
We  hold  in  Tail,  -nd  let  them  both : 

Only  the  Difference  here  is,  that 
Farts  are  let  at  a lower  Rate. 

I’ll  fay  no  more,  for  this  is  right. 

That  for  my  Guts  I cannot  write 
Though  I mould  ftudy  all  my  Days, 

Rhimes  that  are  worth  the  Thing  I praife: 

What  I have  faid,  take  in  good  Part, 

If  not,  I do  not  care  a Fart. 

Written  in  Chalk  under  the  George-Inn  Sign 
at  Farnham. 

St.  George  to  lave  a Maid,  a Dragon  flew, 

A gallant  Action,  grant  the  Thing  be  true. 

Yetfome  fay  there’s  no  Dragons. 'Nay,  tis  faid. 

There’s  no  St.  George Pray  Heav’n  there  be  a 

Maid. 
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In  the  Window  of  a fine  A doubly- Room  on 
a vafi  Appearance  at  its  Opening. 

The  Novelty  this  Crowd  invites, 

Tis  drange,  and  therefore  it  delights  ^ 

For  Folks  Things  eager!)'  purfiie. 

Not  that  they’re  good,  but  that  they’re  new. 
Plealure  mud:  vary,  or.  mud:  ceafe, 

We  tire  of  Blits,  grow  lick  of  Eafe. 

And  if  the  Year  we’re  doom’d  to  Play, 

To  W ork  would  be  a Holiday. 

Over  the  Gate  of  Redgrave  Hall,  on  a Vifit 
made  by  fifij.ee  i Hi/.abcdi  to  Sir  Nicholas 
B.won,  then  Lord  Keeper. 

When  great  Eliza  Paw  at  ReJgrave-H.il’, 

The  Apartments  /'hi,  and  thofc  indeed  but  final!. 
Thus  to  its  Lord,  befpoke  the  gracious  Qu  E e N i 
Alethinks  for  sou,  this  M.inficn  is  too  mean. 

For  me,  ray  Luge,  quoth  he,  of  old  ’fives  meet , 

But  you  have  made  me  funny  Houfe  — too  great. 

J Frit  ten  by  Sir  Thomas  Moor. 

At  lad  I’ve  found  a Haven  where, 

I’ll  ride  fecure  from  Hope  or  Fear. 

Thy  Game  is,  Fortum,  o’er  with  me, 

And  thou  to  others  now  may’ll  fiee 
To  cheat  them  with  Inamflancy . 

The  Nature  of  IVi omtn : From  a Summer- 
Houfe  near  Richmond. 

Fair  and  foolifh,  little  and  loud, 

Long  and  lazy,  black  and  proud  ; 

Fat  and  merry,  lean  and  fad, 

Pale  and  pewilh,  red  and  bad.  Th 
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The  Nature  of  Men  from  the  fame. 

To  a Red  Man  read  thy  Read  * 

To  a Brown  Man  break  thy  Bread  * 

At  a Pale  Man-draw  thy  Knife* 

From  a Black  Man  keep  thy  'Wife. 

In  a Chamber  JVindow  in  Qneenh  College, 
Cambridge. 

Our  Bodies  are  like  Shoes,  which  oft  we  raft, 
Phfuk  the  Cut  la  is,  and  Death  the  LaJ}. 

On  a Tomb. 

Here,  in  their  laid  Bed, 

The  loving  A {tee  refts  with  her  Love  Ned. 

Tinder  writ  ten  by  a Cambridge  Sc  ho  liar. 

Viator  fijle  ! ecce  miraculum  ! 

Vir  & Uxor,  tie  non.  litigant. 


JVhtch  in  Englifh  may  fand  thus. 

Behold  a Bed,  where,  without  Strife, 

There  refts  a Man,  and  eke  his  Wife. 

Tom  c/’Bedlam’j  Sentiments  on  Marriage. 

One  ask’d  a Madman,  if  a Wife  he  had, 

A Wife ! quoth  he. No ! I’m  not  quite  ft 

mad. 


B 3 


C 12  ] 


In  the  Vaults  belonging  to  Trimly  College , 
Cambridge,  there  is  cut  the  Form  of  a To- 
bacco-Box, mifb  this  Infer  ift  ion : 

Pandora’s  Tic  a Cure. 

‘Underneath  j 

Tobacco,  that  outlandifh  Weed, 

It  dries  the  Brain,  and  fpoils  the  Seed  ; 

It  dulls  the  Spirit,  it  dims  the  Sight, 

It  robs  a Woman  of  her  Right. 

An  Epitaph  on  a Wicked  Flan's  Tomb.  Writ- 
ten  by  T)oBor  Wild  the  famous  Non- 
Conformijl  Minifler. 

Beneath  this  Stone  there  lies  a curfed  Sinner, 
Doom’d  to  be  roafted  for  the  Devil’s  Dinner. 

In  the  Vaults  at  Chelfea,  and  in  an  hundred 
other  Places. 

When  the  Devil  was  lick,  the  Devil  a Monk  would 
be, 

When  the  Devil  was  well,  the  Devil  a Monk  was  he. 

Sir  V-  alter  Raleigh  on  the  Snuff  of  a Candle 
the  Night  before  he  died. 

Cowards  fear  to  die,  but  Courage  flout, 

Rather  than  live  in  Snuff,  will  put  it  out. 

On  Marriage : bn  a Window  at  Tunbridge. 

If  ’tis  to  marry  when  the  Knot  is  ty’d. 

Why  then  they  marry,  who  at  Tyburn  ride. 

And 
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And  if  that  Knot,  ’till  Death,  is  loos’d  by  none, 
Why  then  to  many,  and  be  hang’d’s  all  one. 

In  a IPindo'iv  in  a cPn'jlic-:-I'IouJe^  hear 
Tunbridge. 

Sing  High  Ding  a Ding, 

And  Ho  Ding  a Ding, 

I’m  finely  brought  to  Bed  ^ 

My  Lord  has  Hole  that  troublelbme  Thing, 
That  Folks  call  a Maidenhead. 

Jane  Hughs  eighteen  Years  of  Age. 

A little  below  it,  in  the  fame  Window. 

T hen  fing  High  Ding  a Ding, 

And  Ho  Ding  a Ding, 

You’re  finely  brought  to  Bed  • 

For  fomething  you’ve  got  for  that  troublefome 
Thing, 

A Cl-p  for  a Maidenhead. 

By  my  Lords  Gentleman. 

Written  in  the  firjl  Leaf  of  Arbor  Vittc. 

Two  D — s,  and  aDodor,  'tis  faid,  wrote  this  Piece, 
Who  were  modeft  as  Whores,  and  witty  as  Geele. 
They  penn’d  it,  it  feems,  to  fhew  their  great  Parts, 
Their  Skill  in  Burlefque,  and  their  Knowledge  in 
Arts. 

But  what  fay  the  Town  •—  that ’t  has  fully  de- 
fended. 

That  Fools  they  are  all  — — which  had  long  been 
fufpeded. 


At 
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At  the  Red  Lyon  at  Egham,  and  in  their  in- 
dows  at  many  other 'Plates. 

Co  mutes  call’d  his  Wife  both  Whore  and  Slut, 
Quoth  flic,  you'll  never  leave  yourBrawling-  hut- 
But,  what  ? quoth  he : Quoth  ihc,  the  Poft  or  Door  ; 
For  you  have  Horns  to  But,  if  I’m  a Whore. 

In  a Window  at  the  Budding-Honfe  in  the  Road 
to  Illington. 

The  End  of  all,  and  in  the  End 
The  Praife  of" all  depends 
A Pudding  merits  double  Praife, 

Bccajfe  it  hath  two  Ends, 

Underneath  it. 

A Pudding  hath  two  Ends;  You  lye,  my  Brother, 
For  it  begins  at  one,  and  ends  at  t’other. 

On  Marriage.  By  a Batchelor. 

Wedding  and  Hanging,  both  the  Fates  difpatch. 
Yet  Hanging  feems  to  me  the  better  Match. 

In  a Window  at  Bath. 

On  a Gem  lent /tils  farin'  he  had  calculated  his  Son's  Na- 
tivity, the  Boy  being  then  about  nine  Days  old. 

Lavinia  brought  to  Bed,  her  Husband  looks 
To  know  the  Bantling’s  Fortune  in  his  Books. 
Wifer  he’d  been,  had  he  look’d  backward  rather, 
And  feen  for  certain,  who  had  been  its  Father, 
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In  the  Vaults  at  Tunbridge. 

Tung,  when  fcattcr’d  o’er  the  Plain, 

Gaults  noble  Crops  of  Grain  : 

Dung  in  Gardens  too  we  want, 

To  cherifh  cv'r y fpringing  Plant. 

Corn  and  Plants  fmee  Dung  affords, 

We  cat  as  well  as  lh our  T ds. 

Written  in  the  Windossj  of  a Lady's  Chamber , 
mho  on  a flight  Indifpofltion  font  for  S.  J.  S. 

The  Doctor  more  than  Illnefs  we  ffrould  fear  ^ 
Sieknefs  precedes,  and  Death  attends  his  Coach, 
Agues  to  Fevers  rife,  if  he  appear. 

And  Fevers  grow  to  Plagues  at  his  Approach. 

On  Mifs  Green. 

What  gives  the  pleafant  Mead  its  Grace, 

What  fpreads  at  Spring  Earth’s  ffmiling  Face, 

What  jolly  Hunters  chute  to  wear. 

Gives  Name  to  her  whole  Chains  I bear. 

On  Mifs  Partridge  of  Ely. 

That  of  fh°  pretty  feather'd  Race, 

Which  molt  doth  courtly  Tables  grace, 

And  o’er  the  Alountains  bends  it  Flight, 

Or  links  in  Fields  with  Halved:  bright-, 

For  whole  Ddlmeiimi  Men  with  Care, 

The  nobleff  Canine  breed  prepare. 

Bellows  a Name  on  that  lair  Maid 
Whole  Eyes  to  Love  my  heart  betray’d. 


On 
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On  Mifs  Sk — at  Tunbridge. 

The  l if)  he  e a certain  Root, 

Our  Parfnip’s  very  like  unto’t, 

Which  cats  with  Butter  wond’rous  well, 

And  like  Potatoes  makes  a Meal. 

Now  from  this  Root  there  comes  a Name, 
Which  own’d  is  by  the  beauteous  Dame, 

W ho  fways  the  Heart  of  him  who  rules 
A mighty  Herd  of  Knaves  and  Fools. 

A Rebus  written  in  one  of  the  Windows  of  a 
large  Houfe  near  Epfom. 

The  Court  of  Love’s  aflem  bled  here, 

Tis  Venus  Queen  of  Beauty’s  Sphere-, 

In  all  her  Charms  fhe  {lands  confeft, 

And  rules  fupremc  the  nobled  Bread. 

Ye  Shepherds  would  ye  learn  the  Name 
Of  her  who  fpreads  fo  vail  a Flame, 

Know  that  his  hid  from  the  Propha nc; 

And  that  your  ftricteft  Search  is  Vain. 

In  a If'  indow  of  the  Great  Room  at 
Scarborough. 

What  ftrange  Viciflitudes  we  fee 
In  Pleafure,  as  in  Realms  take  Place 
For  nothing  here  can  conftant  be, 

Where  fpringing  Joys  the  old  efface. 

The  Theatre,  of  Yore  the  Field 
Of  Conqueds,  gain’d  by  blooming  Maids, 

Now  mud  to  modern  Operas  yield, 

As  they,  to  courtly  Mafquerades. 

Nor  better  fares  thofe  fweet  Retreats 
Which  they  in  fkltry  Summer  chole : 

Since  Sc arb’ rough,  Paradile  of  Sweets ! 

On  ruined  Bath  and  Tunbridge  rofe. 
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Traced  ivith  a Smote  of  a Candle  in  Newgate. 

Did,n n two  Words,  thought  to  maintain hhn  ever: 
The  firfl:  was  Sun, I,  and  next  to  Stand,  Deliver. 
But  Did' s in  Neuyate,  and  he  fears  lhall  never, 
Be  blelt  again  with  that  fweet  Word  Deliver. 

In  the  IVindoiv  of  a Coffee- Houfe  at 
Richmond. 

My  Chloe  is  an  Angel  bright, 

But  Chloe  s common  — — fo  is  Light. 

And  who  with  Phoebus  Fault  lhall  find, 
Bccaufe  his  Beams  to  all  are  kind. 

On  a ‘ Panned  at  the  Rofe. 

Nanny  Meadove>  has  undone  me, 

From  myfclf  her  Charms  have  won  me. 
With  Love’s  blazing  Flames  I die, 
Whither,  whither  lhall  I fly  ! 

'Underneath. 

Prithee,  Coxcomb,  without  Whining, 

Say  thou  haft  a mind  to  Sinning 
With  a Guinea,  do  but  ask  her, 

Love  you’ll  find is  no  hard  Task,  Sir, 

On  a long-minded  ‘ Preacher  at  Coventry  .* 
From  a IVindom  there. 

Twelve  Minutes,  and  one  tedious  Hour 
Mills  kept  me  once  in  Pain, 

®ut  if  I had  it  my  Power, 

He  ne’er  fhould  preach  again. 

D 4 
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A Liliputian  Oor.  Compcjcd  at  Tunbridge. 


Charming  Molly, 

Ceafe  your  Folly, 

Learn  to  cale  me, 

No  more  teaze  me. 

Love’s  but  Reaion 
When  in  Seafon  : 

Nay,  ’tis  Duty, 

Youth  and  Beauty 
To  improve 
In  happy  Love. 

Therefore,  Molly, 

Ceafe  your  Folly, 

And  inftcad  of  being  coy, 

Give,  O give  your  Lover  Joy! 

The  Fair  Lady’s  Anfwcr.  In  the  fame 
Men  Jure. 


jRhiming  Bill), 

Soft  and  filly, 

Are  the  Verles, 

Mufe  rehearfes, 

When  with  ftraining 
You’re  obtaining 
Her  Afliftance 
’•Gainft  Refiftance, 

Made  by  M,iftrefs 
To  you r Diilrels. 

Therefore  early 
Quit  them  fairly, 

If  you’d  be  rid  of  Woe, 
Prithee,  Prithee,  Coxcomb,  do. 

The 
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The  Clowns  and  tlx  Conjurer.  By  a Lady, 

A Clown,  who  had  loft  his  Marc, 

To  his  Neighbour,  a Wit,  did  repair, 

And  begg’d  him  with  him  to  go 
To  the  famous  Doftor  Foreknow, 

A Conjurer  powerful  and  ftrong. 

Who  would  tell  who  had  done  the  Wrong. 
So  when  to  the  Door  they  came. 

The  Wit,  h^befli-t  the  lame : 

Then  knocking  — the  Do&or  appears, 
And  in  Midft  of  his  Palfton  he  fwears. 

If  he  knew  but  the  nafty  Dog 
Who  had  fh-t  at  his  Gate  like  a Rogue, 
He’d  do  to  him  Lord  knows  what. 

Quoth  the  Wit  — why  know  you  not  that  > 
Then,  Neighbour,  e’en  fave  your  Pence, 
For  his  Learning  is  all  a Pretence  : 

If  he  knows  not  who  fh-t of  courfe. 

He  nothing  can  know  of  your  Horfe. 
And  no  Light  can  his  Figures  afford, 

Whofe  Conjuring’s  not  woith  a T — — 

So  as  wife  our  two  Clowns  came  Home, 

As  any  who  on  fuch  Errands  roam. 

On  d Tunnel  at  the  Faulcon  in  St.  Ncot ’s 
Huntingdonfhirc 

My  Maidenhead  fold  for  a Guinea, 

A lac’d  Head  with  the  Money  I bought; 
In  which  I look’d  fo  bonny. 

The  Heart  of  a Gamefter  I caught : 

A while  he  was  fond,  and  brought  Gold  tc  my 
Box, 

J5ut  at  laft  he  robb’d  me,  and  left  n^£  the 

P 
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'Underneath. 

"When  yen  balance  Accounts,  it  lure  may  be  Paid, 
You  at  a bad  Market  fold  your  Maidenhead. 

The  Inamorato.  In  a IVindon'  at  Twu  kenham. 

When  dull  and  melancholy, 

I rove  to  charming  Dills , 

WJiofe  Sweetnefs  doth  lo  'charm  me, 

And  wanton  Tricks  fo  warm  me, 

That  quite  diftolv’d  in  Love, 

No  Trouble  then  I prove. 

But  am  as  truly  bltft 
Upon  her  panting  Brcaft, 

As  if  to  me  fhe  bi  ought 
All  for  which  Cjtfar  fought  ; 

For  I,  like  Anthony , 

With  Beauty  would  be  free, 

Altbn’ ''g-in’t  fhou’d  Coft 
The  Price  of  Lmpire  loft. 

An  Anfwcr.  In  the  next  Tant. 

You  Pure  were  full  of  Folly, 

When  in  thePraifeof  Dotty, 

You  wrote  your  am’rous  Ditty, 

Which  fure  deftives  her  Pity, 

Since  plainly  it  doth  prove, 

Your  Brain  is  crack’d  with  Love  j 
Who  elfe  would  talk  of  giving 
An  Empire  for  a - — ■ 

When  Twenty  will  down  ) 

Each  for  a Silver  Crown,  r 

And  thank  you  when  they've  done  ' 


In 
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In  a Window.  At  Lcbcck’s-Head. 

If  it  be  true  each  Promife  is  a Debt, 

Then  Ctlta- hardly  will  her  Freedom  get 
Yet  flic,  to  fatisfy  her  Debts,  de/ires 
To  yield  her  Body  as  the  Law  requires. 

In  the  Summer-  Ho  ufc  on  GrayVlnn  Terras. 

Who  fpeaks  to  pleafe  in  ev’ry  Way, 

And  not  himfelf  offend, 

He  may  begin  to  wor>c  to  Day, 

But  Heaven  knows  when  he'll  end. 

In  the  fame  ‘Place . 

Dogs  on  their  Mailers  fawn  and  leap, 

And  wag  their  Tails  apace, 

So  tho’  a Flatterer  wants  a Tail, 

His  Tongue  fupplres  its  Place. 

In  a Window  of  the  Rcne-Deer-Inn  at 
Bilhop’s-Strafford. 

He  that  loves  a Glafs  without  a G, 

Leave  out  L,  and  that  is  he. 

Wrote  with  a Pencil  on  a Pannel  in  one  of 
the  Courts  ofyujlicein  Guild-Hall. 

To  go  to  Law 
I have  no  Maw, 

Altho’  my  Suit  be  lure, 

For  I may  lack 
Cloaths  to  my  Back, 

E’er  I that  Suit  procure, 


At 
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At  the  Tuns  in  Cambridge.  W>  it  ten  mth  a 
Tenet l on  the  Wall. 

Marriage  in  Days  of  old  1ms  liken’d  been 
Unto  a publick  Feaft,  or  Revel  Rout, 

Where  thofe  who  are  without  would  fain  get  in. 
And  thofe  who  are  within  would  fain  get  out. 

On  two  old  Maids : Written  with  a ‘Pencil 
in  the  Pump  Room  at  Bath. 

Why  Doll's  Teeth  fo  white,  and  Sufans  black  > 
The  RcaC.i  Ron  is  known. 

Doll  buys  her  Teeth  which  Ihe  doth  lack. 

But  Sufan  wears  her  own. 

In  a Window,  at  the  Rofe-Tavern  /«Catherinc- 
Strect. 

On  Mrs.  C P 

So  early  Con  began  the  wanton  Trade, 

She  fcarce  remembers  when  fhe  was  a Maid. 

In  the  Window  of  a Sharper's  Chambers  in 
the  Temple. 

Oft  with  an  Oath  has  Cog  the'Gamefter  laid, 

T hat  noDifeafc  fhould  make  him  keep  his  Bed, 
Urg'd  for  a Reafon,  I have  heard  him  tell  it, 

To  keep  my  Word in  Troth  I mean  to  fell  it. 

Iu  a Bog- Hon fe  at  Putney. 

The  Poor  have  little,  Beggars  none , 

The  Rich  too  much,  enough,  not  one. 

Written 
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Written  at  the  Rcqucjl  of  a Lady  who  on 
her  Weddin^Day  entreated  an  old  Lover 
to  write  fomethin ^ upon  her  in  the  Win- 
dow'. 

This  glittering  Diamond,  and  this  worthlels  Glafs, 
Celia,  difplay  thy  Virtue  and  thy  Face  ^ 

Bright  as  the  Brilliant  while  thy  Beauty  fhows 
Ev’n  Glafs  itfelf’s  lefs  brittle  than  thy  Vows. 

The  Italian  Gout . 

If  a Man  lets  a Fart  in  fair  Italy, 

From  Lovers  he  never  is  after  free  ; 

For  why amongft  thofe  Dons,  ’tie  faid, 

Tis  a certain  Sign  of  a Male  Maidenhead. 

In  a Window)  of  a certain  Lady  ofTleafuxe's 
Lodgings  in  Bow-Street. 

When  with  Phillis  toying, 

Eager  for  enjoying. 

What  Mule  can  lay 
How  fweet  our  Play, 

What  Numbers  tell 
The  Joys  we  feel  ? 

Happy  Lovers  only  know 
Blifs  unmii’d  with  any  Woe. 

The  Ambitious  when  rais’d  to  the  Summit  of  Power, 
In  the  Midft  of  their  Joy  fear  that  Fortune  may 
lower ; 

The  Mifer,  who  Thoufinds  has  heap’d  in  hi:  Che  It, 
In  the  Midft  of  Riches  is  never  at  reft. 

And  the  Heroe,  whofc  Bofom  his  Glory  Hill  warms, 
In  the  Midft  of  his  Conquefts  fears  the  Change  of 
his  Arms. 


But 
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But  the  Lover,  whole  Fondnefs  his  Hours  dotk” 
employ. 

In  the  Midft  of  her  Charms  knows  no  End  of  his 

Joy- 

Then  quit  Hopes  of  riling, 

.And  Riches  defpiling, 

Leave  the  Camp  and  the  Court 
For  Love’s  pleating  S’port  j 
By  Experience  you’ll  know, 

Love’s  Plealurcs  ldill  flow,  ( 

Un-embitter’d  with  Care,  and  untinctur’d  withe 
Woe.  ^ 


In  a Window  at  ParforCs- Green. 

The  Lover’s  Retreat . 

From  meaner  Pleafure  I retire, 

Yet  real  Happinefs  purfue ; 

Friend/hip  and  Love  my  Breafi  infpire. 

And  I have  met  them  both  in  you, 

Whatever  in  my  Wifh  had  Place, 

In  thee,  my  lovely  Fair,  I find  ; 

All  that’s  beauteous  in  thy  Face, 

And  all  that’s  virtuous  in  thy  Mind. 

Written  by  Mr.  in  Chloehr  Bed-Chamber. 

Wou’d  you  know  the  true  Road  that  to  Pleafure 
doth  lead. 

Then  this  Way,  ye  Swains,  your  Footftcps  mud 
tread. 

And  then  for  the  Piece  which  this  Pleafure  doth  coll, 
Why, ’t is  only  a Guinea, you  can’t  think  it  loll. 

Since  Supper  and  Lodging,  and  Miftrefs  and  all. 
Nay,  and  Maid,  if  you  like  her,  are  ready  at  Call. 

To 
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The  Thief  and  the  Doctor. 


A Thief  a Parfon  flopp'd  on  the  Highway, 

And  having  bid  him  fland,  neit  bid  him  pay. 

The  Parfon  drew  his  Sword,  for  well  he  durft, 

And  quickly  put  his  Foe  unto  the  Worft. 

Sir,  (quoth  the  Thief)  I by  your  Habit  fee. 

You  are  a Churchman,  and  Debate  fhould  flee, 
You  know  *tis  written  in  the  facred  Word, 

Jtfus  to  Peter  faid,  Put  up  thy  Sword  : 

True,  (quoth  the  Parfon,)  but  withal  then  hear, 

St.  Peter  firft  had  cut  off  Muhbui  s Ear. 

Pafquin  againji  P.  S.  Quintus,  when  he  for- 
bid the  Bawdy-Houfes  at  Rome,  in  Queen 
Elizabeth’x  Time. 

Lex  pYohihet  Pueros,  proh'tbet  Lupaaaria  Sixtus  5 
Ergo  quid  agendum  ? Sit  tibt  arnica  mama. 


The  Cure  of  Love. 

Love  is,  as  fome  Phyficians  fay, 

A Fever  bred  by  too  high  Feeding  : 

To  cure  it  then  the  fpeedieft  Way, 

Would  be  by  Purging,  and  by  Bleeding. 

Written  in  the  Window  of  the  Bar  of  the 
White-Swan-Tavern  of  the  City  of  Nor- 
wich. 

McccmIxixx. 

— frmrffimft  %<ina , 

• — - reponite  menfis , 

; — C pocula  porgite  dexti  is. 

E la 
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in  the  Bog-Houfe  of  the  fame  Tavern. 

Six  Pennyworth  of  Whiting, 

A Hole  to  let  Light  in, 

Will  make  it  fit  to  fh-te  in. 

'Underneath. 

By  what's  above,  I welly  ween. 

The  Fool  wants  Light  to  fh-t  him  clean. 

In  a Bog-Houfe  in  St.  Michael’s  Barijb 
Norwich. 

Tim  Kirby,  Peter  Harrod,  and  Will  Hall, 

Are  three  fit  Pieces  for  a Bog-Houfe  Wall. 

* Underneath . By  another. 

But  Old  Nick  has  got  them  all. 

Written  in  a Bog-Houfe  at  Ipfwich. 

Si  defit  foramen,  cum  digito  terge  Feramen. 

Ik  Englifh.  By  another. 

If  you  cannot  get  fome  Grafs, 

With  your  Finger  wipe  your  A-fe 
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And  under  that  > by  an$ther. 

Such  wretched  Latin,  and  fiich  wretched  Verfe, 
Are  proper  Stremina  to  clean  my  A--fe. 


In  a IVtndow  at  Mount  Ephraim,  near 
Tunbridge : 

A Dialogue  between  a Lover  and  a Poet. 

Lov.  What  is  bright  Celia  like,  Dear  Poet,  fay  ? 
Poet.  Why  Celt  a.  Sir,  is  like  a Summer’s  Day. 
Lov.  Who  to  a Day  could  liken  fuch  a Woman  ? 
Poet . Is  Ihe  not  very  fair,  and  very  common  ? 


Written  with  a Tenctl  in  the  Vault  at 
Chelfea  College. 

Who  fcribbles  on  the  Wall  when  he’s  at  fti--. 
May  fure  be  (aid  to  have  a Flux  of  Wit. 


In  the  Vaults  at  Tunbridge. 

Like  Claret-Drinkers  Stools,  a Blockhead’s  Brain; 
Hardly  conceives  what  it  brines  forth  with  Pain, 
ouch  is  my  Cafe  — who,  while  I’m  thus  inditing, 
rrove  the  Analogy  'twixt  it  and  Sh . 
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Written  on  the  Window  of  a Coffee- Houfe. 

Underneath , Coffee,  'Tea , See. 

The  Miftrefs  by  her  Window’s  reprefcnted. 

For  why,  ’tis  brittle  Ware,  and  painted. 

On  a Butcher's  marrying aTanmer’s  daughter 
at  Reading. 

A fitter  Match  there  never  could  have  been, 

Since  here  the  Flefh  is  wedded  to  the  Skin. 

At  Tunbridge. 

Chloe  is  fair  as  Fields  in  Autumn  feen. 

Her  Temper  gentle  as  the  purling  Stream  : 

That's  true  $ but  then  with  thofethe  reftconlpire, 
Lighter  fhe  is  than  Air>  and  hot  as  Fire. 

lit  Mrs.  Cowler’r  Window  ; in  Ruflel-Streetj 
Covent-Garden. 

Love,  ’tis  laid,  his  Arrows  (hooting, 

Wounds  is  ever  diftributing  ^ 

But  before  I felt,  I knew  not, 

That  in  Poifon  dipp’d  they  flew  hot. 

To  Jenny  I owe 

That  this  Secret  I know. 

For  her  I felt  Smart 
At  firfi:  in  my  Heart  j 

Which  quickly  fire  cur’d  : But  alack  and  alas ! 

I now  feel  a Throbbing  in  a much  lower  Place. 

To  Jenny  I went  • but,  alas  ! it  was  in  vain  : 
Though  (he  gave  me  the  Wound,  fhe  can’t  cure  me 
arT*?iji.  Aft 
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An  Epitaph  on  an  old  Maid. 

Beneath  this  Place  there  lies  an  ancient  Maid, 
Whole  lecret  Parts  no  Man  did  e’er  invade ; 

Scarce  her  own  Finger  Ihe’d  permit  to  touch 
Xhat  Virgin  Part,  altho’  it  itched  much. 

And  in  her  laft  expiring  dying  Groans, 

Defir’d  no  Tomb,  if  it  was  buik  with  Stones. 

The  Eft  efts  of  Love. 

Love  is  the  fweeteft  loftcft  Paffion, 

That  can  warm  the  human  Soul  * 

’Tis  a gentle  Inclination 
Which  dpth  ev’ry  Care  controul : 

Thro’  our  Bofom  Love  diffunng, 

Tender  Thoughts  is  ever  choofing  ^ 

Softell  Words  its  Flame  eiprefiing. 

Towards  the  Dame  our  Heart  polIeHIng. 

Love  ftill  gentle  makes  and  eafy, 

Soft  in  ev’ry  Thing  we  do  ^ 

Bent  on  all  Things  that  may  pleafe  ye. 

Men  are  Angels  when  they  Woo. 

This  was  wrote  fome where  ; and  means  fome- 
thingy  if  you  can  find  it  out . 

A Beauty  like  hers  whofe  Charms  I now  ling, 
Ne’er  Iparkled  in  vain  in  the  Boior  the  Ring  ^ 

No  Youth  of  Diftintiion  who  gaz’d  on  her  Eyes, 
E'er  retir'd,  but  he  left  her  his  Heart  as  her  Prize. 
Vain  are  all  their  Endeavours, Tor  ftill  the  coy  Maid. 
At  the  Mention  ofMarriage,look’d  ftrangely afraid. 

Nor  e’er  thought  of  yeilding until  not  long 

lincc 

Eluding  dull  Ties  — (he  was  join’d  to  a P 
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Entertaining  P A M P H L E T S juft 

Printed. 

i.  npHE  MERRY-THOUGHT:  Or, 
| The  Glaf-lVindow  and  Bog-Houfe  Mifcellany. 
Containing  fuch  Pieces  of  Wit  and  Humour  as 
have  been  writ  with  Diamonds,  &c.  by'Perfons  of 
the  Firft  Quality  in  Great  Britain , on  Glafs- 
Windows,  Drinking-GlaHes,  Bog-Houles,  i '7c.  at 
the  moft  pHblick  Places  of  Refort  in  this  King- 
dom. In  four  Parts.  Price  6d.  each. 

2.  Round  about  Our  Coal-Fire : Or,  Chriftmas  En- 
tertainments. Treating  of  Mirth  and  Jollity,  Eating, 
Drinking,  Killing,  &c.  Of  Hobgoblins,  Raw- 
Heads  and  Bloody-Bones,  Tom-Pokers , Bull-Beggars, 
Witches,  Wizards,  Conjurers,  and  fuch  like  hor- 
rible Bodies.  Adorn’d  with  many  diverting  Cuts. 
Price  6 d. 

3.  A View  of  the  BEAU  MONDE:  Or, 
Memoirs  of  the  Celebrated  C O QU  ET I L LA.  In 
which  is  interlperled  the  Amours  of  feveral  Per- 
lons  of  Quality  and  Diftinftion.  To  which  is 
added,  T he  Mafqtte  of  Life:  A Ballad,  Price  I r. 

4.  Lome- Alamode  : Or,  The  Amours  of  Fi.ORELLA 
and  Phillis.  Being  the  Memoirs  of  two  Cele- 
brated Ladies  under  thole  Names:  In 'which  the 
whole  Circle  of  Modern  Gallantry  is  difplay’cf. 
Price  i s. 


5.  The  BEAU’*  MISCELLANY.  Being  a Carious 
Collection  ofamorous  Tales,  diverting  Songs,  and 
entertaining  Poems : particularly.  The  Curious 
Maid  The  Peeper  ; The  Leaky  Veffel $ 7 he  Bauble  ; 
The  Longitude  ; The  Parfott  and  his  Maid  5 The  Hoop- 
Petticoat  j The  Tickler ; The  Maiden  s and  Batchelor’s 
Dreams  ; cum  multisaltis. 

If  thefe  merry  Tales  don’t  evry  Humour  fit , 

'Let  Fops,  like  me,  ne’er  nibble  more  at  IVtt. 

In  two  Parts.  The  Second  Edition.  Price  ftich’d  2 s. 
neatly  bound  is.  6 d. 

6.  A PROPOSAL  humbly  offered  to  the  Parlia- 
ment, for  the  more  effectual  preventing  the  farther 
Growth  of  Popery.  By  Dean  Sw-ft.  ’ To  which 
is  added,  Two  Poems,  Helter-Skelter,  on  the  Hue 
and  Cry  after  the  Country  Attornies,  on  their  Ri- 
ding the  Circuit;  and,  The  Place  of  the  Damn’d, 
The  Second  Edition.  Price  6d. 

7.  The  Behaviour  of  the  Clergy,  as  uell  as  their 
Traditions  defiruSlive  of  Religion  . Or,  A Succinft 
Hiftory  of  Prieficraft  throughout  all  Ages.  To 
which  is  added,  Parfon  Botv—n’s  Confellion : A 
Poem.  The  Third  Edition.  Price  1 s. 

8.  AVAR  WITH  PRIESTCRAFT,  Or,  7 he 
Freethinker  s Iliad.  A Burlefque  Poem.  In  Three 
Canto’s.  With  Notes  explaining  the  Sentiments, 
(Tc.  of  them  and  their  Followers.  Price  1 

9.  The  HONEY  SUCKLE  . A Curious  Col- 
lediop  of  POEMS.  Confiding  chiefly  of  Origi- 
nals •,  and  interfperfed  with  Tranflations  from  tiie 
beft  Greek  and  Latin  Poets.  To  which  is  added, 
TfoDUEL  : A Poem.  The  Second  Edition.  Price  is. 
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10,  The  whole  Cafe  and  Proceedings  in  relation  ft 
BRIDGET  READING , an  Heirefs , Da- 
nicl  Kimberley  and  others.  To  which  is  added, 
The  Trial  of  the  faid  Kimberley ; with  his  laft 
dying  Words,  and  an  Original  Letter  lent  by  him 
to  ^.READING  a few  Days  before  his  Exe- 
cution. Price  is. 

I A View  of  the  TOWN  . Or,  AJetnoifl^f  LON- 
DON. In  which  the  Hu  moists,  Follies,  Vices,  &c.  of 
that  Great  Metropolis,  are  merrily  difplay’d.  Inter- 
fperled  with  feveral  new  and  witty  Songs. 

My  Book  a Salefman’s  Shop  you’ll  find , 

Where  civilly  I’ll  treat  ye, 

T#  a Fool’s  Coat  of  any  Kind, 

Tour  ‘welcome  if  it  fit  ye. 

The  Second  Edition.  Price  1 *> 

12.  A Sketch  of  the  Miferies  of  POVERTY.  Dedi- 
cated to  the  Honourable  Sir  Griffith  Boynton  Bart. 

Happy  the  Man,  who  void  of  Care  and  Strife , 

In  filken  or  in  leathern  Purfe  retains 

A fpkndid Skilling.  Ph  illips. 

Price  6 JL 

1 3.  A T— — d is  as  good  for  a Sow,  ns  a Pancake ; Or, 
The  Story  of  rtCOCK  'and  a BULL.  Calculated  for  the 
Improvement  of  the*  Modern  Wits.  Written  bf 
Myfelf  El^j  Profelior  of  Dulneft  and  Boaib«» 
Picre  6d. 

From  Nothing  tomes  N,  thing,  and  there  remains  Netbi*$ 
From  a Copy-Book  in  the  Blue-Coat  HolpitaL 


